"Virgil was Menalcas: let me call you Phyllis.
Now look up the Idyll where they tried what each could do;
There! 'Vis ergo inter nos5, and 'turn about's5, 'vicissim5;
My pipe though not wax-jointed yet can play a tune or two."

Friends, you must forgive me for this utter nonsense.
To-day I saw an ilex where the Dodder streels along;
And that togaed exile made me so despondent
That I called the light and glory which it shadows into song,

Thwart in the world I control are many seasons,
Many climes and characters obedient to a spell;
I turn to human grandeur's most exalted voice for reasons,
And not the least, that Virgil led a soul estranged from Hell.
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